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"You mustn't be angry with him, Excellency. He's not
himself!"
"Keep quiet, simpleton!"
"They're going to take you to town now."
"There's more law in the town!"
The cries of the people were suppliant and conciliato-
ry. They merged in a vague hum which expressed little
hope. Ther policemen took Rybin by the arms and led him
up the steps of the volost building and through the door.
The muzhiks gradually dispersed, but the mother saw the
blue-eyed muzhik coming toward her, looking up at her
from under lowered brows. Her knees gave way and des-
pair sucked at her heart,, engulfing her in a wave of
nausea.
' "I mustn't go away," she thought. "I mustn't."
She clutched the railing and waited.
The chief of police was standing on the veranda wav-
ing his arms and speaking reproachfully, his voice once
more dull and spiritless.
"It's fools you are, you sons of bitches. Sticking your
noses into things you don't know anything about. This
is a state affair, you swine! You've got me to thank. You
ought to get down on your knees to me for being so good
to you. If I wanted to, I could ship the whole lot of you
off to hard labour."
A couple of dofcen peasants stood with bared heads
listening to him. It grew darker as the clouds lowered.
The blue-eyed muzhik came over to the veranda where
the mother was standing.
"See what's going on?"
"Yes," answered the mother softly.
"What's your business here?" he asked, looking her
straight in the eye.
"I buy laces from the peasant women—linen too."
The muzhik slowly stroked his beard.
"Our women don't make those things," he said dully,
with a glance towards the door of the building.
The mother shot him a quick glance and waited for a

